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'THE MOON 
l STONE/ 


^ OKAV, SPREAD ^ 
OUT. WHOEVER TOOK 
IT CAN'T HAVE GOTTEN 
^ TOO FAR SO- ^ 



























I HOPE THAT^^ 
r WASN'T THE SOUND ’ 
OF ONE OF MY SOOP 
CRYSTAL ©LASSES 
i BREAKING ON THE k 
^ TILE - ^ 


I fSOOD MORNINgTU 

I [MR. CRANSTON. JM 
1^SORRY IF 
T CATCHING YOU OFF 1 
GUARD, BUT I DIDN'T 
THINK YOU'D MIND IF AN 


“ YOU ” 
KNOW EACH 
■ OTHER? a 
r HOW 
.DELIGHTFUL. 






























































f I ADMIT I AM A > 
LITTLE SURPRISED 
C TO SEE YOU. > 


f SEEMS I'M^ 
1 NOT STRICTLY 1 
NEEPEP FOR THIS 
CONVERSATION SO 
, MAYBE I'LL JUST , 
V TODDLE OFF 1 
V AND Jk 


WOULDN'T BE ' 
^ PARTY WITHOUT 
YOU, BRIGHT , 
EYES. 


Fl'VE OFTEN EXPRESSED ~ 

THE SAME SENTIMENT. SHE 
. DOES TEND TO LIGHT 
^ UP A ROOM. 


I SUGGEST WE RETIRE TO NEUTRAL 
GROUND WHERE WE CAN DISCUSS 
. WHAT'S ON YOUR MIND IN A 
A CIVILIZED FASHION.^^ 


THAT. 



"IT WAS WHILE CLINGING 
TO A GARGOYLE IN THE 
FOG THAT I BEGAN TO 
PLAN MY BRUTAL, VIOLENT 
REVENGE UPON YOU." 


































VIOLENT REVENGe/N^Ls^, 
EH? MIND IF WE HAVE / 
^ A PRINK FIRST? 

LOU, HOW ABOUT 
| A BOTTLE OF CHAMPAGNE? 

I TWO ©LASSES. BRINS IT TO 
My USUAL TABLE. ^ 


r DON'T FRET, yOU BAD MAN. T ASI SAID BEFORE,^ 

My ANSER SUBSIDED AS SOON THESE THINSS HAPPEN 
. AS My FEET WERE ON SOLID a IN OUR LINE OF , 
LL ©ROUND AGAIN. wngi^ V 


r CALL ME ESMEZALPA- ^ 
I RESIGNED My COMMISSION 
WITH THE SOCIALISTS IN FAVOR 
COF PRIVATE ENTERPRISE ^ 1 


yOU'VE PLENTY ™ 
TO ANSWER FOR, MAJOR, 
BUT I'LL RESTRAIN MySELF 
FOR THE MOMENT. I'LL ADMIT 
I'M INTRIGUED. 


7 IT SEEMED THE ^ 

MOST EXPEDIENT WAy. \ 
and yES, you - OR ■ 
. PERHAPS yOUR ALTER A 
lEGO - CAN HEL P^ 

MAyBE 
yOU'VE READ 
ABOUT THE MUSEUM 
OF NATURAL HISTORy 
BREAK-IN. THAT 
WAS AfEv I'M 
AFRAID. ^ 


r oBviousLy you think i can ^ 

BE OF SOME USE TO yOU. 
SOCIAL CALLS SELDOM COME 
L THROUGH My KITCHEN A 


r REALLy,^ 
DARLING, WE 
CAN DISCUSS 
ROLEPLAy 
L LATER. A 

Bright now... 

k A STORy. 

























"HIS NAME WAS GUSTAV ARGUS AND HE 
WAS KNOWN TO THE LEGITIMATE WORLD 
AS AN IMPORTER AND EXPORTER. 


"EVERYONE ELSE KNEW HIM AS A BLACK 
MARKET DEALER OF STOLEN ANTIQUITIES 
AND RARE CURIOSITIES. 


11 HE SUB-CONTRACTED THE MOON 
STONE JOB OUT TO ME. AN EASY 
OPPORTUNITY FOR QUICK CASH." 


I SAID A 
1 TWENTY. 

■ VlN CASH. M 

T AND ^ 
WORTH EVERy 
. PENNy. . 


'AS YOU 
ALREADY KNOW, 
THE CAPER 
CAME OFF 
WITH LITTLE 
TROUBLE. 


"I RETIRED TO MY 
HOTEL SUITE TO BASK IN 
MY ACCOMPLISHMENT... 


"...AND FOUND A 
MESSAGE WAITING. 


"I'LL ADMIT 
I LET GREED 
GET THE 
BETTER OF 
ME. 
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"i skipped my meeting with argus. 

I HAP THE MOOS STOHE AND COULD FIND 
HIM AGAIN IF I WISHED. SIMPLE ENOUGH 
TO MAKE UP SOME EXCUSE. 


Pj "I WAS MOPE INTERESTED IN THE 
f MYSTERIOUS NOTE WRITER, SO 1 
y DID AS I WAS INSTRUCTED, AND 
WAITED TO BE CONTACTED. 


"I WAITED TOO LONG. 
ARGUS'S MEN FOUND ME 


"I'M A CAREFUL WOMAN AND 
HAD CHECKED INTO THE HOTEL 
UNDER A FALSE NAME. 
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"THEY WERE GOOP 
ENOUGH TO CATCH ME 
OFF GUARP. 


'!BUT WITH THEIR LIVES, 
THEY PURCHASEP THE 
SECONPS HEEPEP FOR 
THE THIRP MAN TO 
SLIP A WAy WITH THE 
MOON STONE. 


11 NOBOPY STEALS FROM 
THE BLACK. SPARROW, SO Z 
PLOTTEP My RETALIATION. 
BUT I WAS IN A STRANGE 

ary. i neepep help. 
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A SHAPy ^ 
Y CHARACTER HIRES 1 
you TO STEAL THE ' 
MOON STONE, you THEN 
POUBLE-CROSS HIM. THEN 
. THEy GET THE PROP ON ' 
L yOU ANP STEAL - 

I^^^^IT BACK. 

ANP NO[V'\ % 

^mA you'RE asking 
ML for help. 

^^FROM SOMEBOPy^ 
M WHO'S ALREAPy TRIEP 
KILL you ONCE= 

W^r pip i i 

■^U LEAVE ANyTHING I 
OUT? A 


WT all I WANT IS^^B 
U WHAT I STOLE FAIR ■ 
^^^ANP SQUARE. 

BU~ AR6US 

f HAS A NETWORK OF ~ 
’ THIEVES ANP SMUGGLERS 
ALL UP ANP POWN THE 
EAST COAST. yOU TURN A 
BLINP EyE TO My MINOR 
INPISCRETIONS, ANP I 
, SERVE HIM ANP HIS 
L OPERATION UP ON A A 
^^SILVER PLATTER^^^ 


iWPORT 


^yES, I HAVE THE 
MANIFEST ANP LOG FOR 
THE THALIA RIGHT HERE. 
SET SAIL FOR NEWPORT 
VTHIS MORNING. S 
ONLy TOO ^ 
■ HAPPy TO HELP/ MR. 

CRANSTON. y 


"BOSS, PO YOU REALLY 
KEEP ME TO TELL YOU 
THIS IS A BAP IPEA?" 























































































OKAY, 
I'LL BITE. 


^IT PIPN'T OCCURS 
TO ME IT MISHT BE 
WHY ARGUS 
WAS COMING TO 
LNEWPORT> 


' I WAS REAPING ABOUT IT WHILE > 
PLANNING THE HEIST. THE STONE 
ANP THE TOWER ARE CONNECTEP IN 
v LOCAL HISTORY/ BUT I CAN'T > 
k\. REMEMBER HOW. 


r HMMM. ™ 

TIME TO MAKE 
ANOTHER PHONE 

lJ call. ^ 



















"YOU APPEAR TO BE A 
WELL-CONNECTED MAN, 
ME. CRANSTON." 


wr I DON'T USUALLY 
7 SEE PEOPLE AFTER OFFICE 1 
HOURS, BUT MY DEAN TOLD ME 
ONE OF THE UNIVERSITY'S 
MORE INFLUENTIAL ALUMNI 
V SUGGESTED I MAKE A 
TIME FOR YOU^^^A 


r WE APPRECIATE IT/^ 
PROFESSOR JENKS. WE 
WOULDN'T HAVE DRIVEN 
UP FROM NEWPORT IF IT 
K WASN'T IMPORTANT.^ 


YOU WANT TO 
HEAR ABOUT THE 
l TEMPLARS. , 


r IT'S THE REMAINS^ 
OF AN OLD WINDMILL. 

I HOPE THAT WAS 
. WORTH THE 
^ DRIVE. > 


“ BUT ISN'T ™ 
THERE ANOTHER 
THEORY? ONE 
INVOLVING THE MOON 
STONE? 


"THE LEGEND CLAIMS THAT AN 
EXPEDITION OF TEMPLAR KNIGHTS 
SET FOOT ON NORTH AMERICAN 
SHORES A HUNDRED YEARS 
BEFORE COLUMBUS. 










































"THE STORY SOBS THAT THEY W8 
MET WITH A HUMBER OF IHPIAH 
TRIBES. SOME WERE FR/EHPLY. KS 


"OTHER TRIBES.. 
HOT SO MUCH. 


"BUT THIS WE PO KHOW: THE TOWER'S SMALLER 
WIHPOWS LIHE UP WITH SI6HIFICAHT ASTROHOM/CAL 
BOPIES, CREATIHS SOME KIHP OF MAP POSSIBLY. 


r m pear girl, you ’ 

CAN'T SHINE SUNLIGHT 
ON A MOON STONE. 

L HOW INELOQUENT. J 
^ NO NO NO... ^ 


r OR A 'l 
MOOH STOHE 
L" PERHAPS? 


I 1 ARMCHAIR HISTORIAHS ARGUE ABOUT 
WHAT THE TEMPLARS'MISSIOH TO 
AMERICA MIGHT HAVE BEEH. THEY 
ALL SEEM FAR-FETCHEP TO ME. 


MilpWj 


1 "BUT MOST AGREE THE 1 

VISITORS BUILT THE TOWER 1 
AS A MARKER, A MESSAGE 1 
AO* TEMPLARS WHO MIGHT 1 
COME A FTER THEM. 




5 KMfflfl 



A'ou'd neediH 



l MOONLIGHT.* 
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1 “FURTHERMORE, 1 
1 WHEN THE SUH 

1 SH/HES THROUGH 

I THE WEST WIHPOW 

1 ATTHESUMMER 
| SOLSTICE, THE BEAM 

1 TARGETS A HICHE 

1 OH THE OPPOSIHG 
\ WALL WITHIN 


H “SOME THEORIZE A SORT \ 
B OF REFLECTIHG PEV/CE IH 1 
V/O/g. WWO KHOWS?" \ 





















































A yOUNS INPIAN^SlHB I 
FELLOW FROM ONE OF 
THE NEARBy TRIBES/ MM. 1 
^ I THINK. 

FUNNy THINS, ™ 
REALLy, SINCE THE MOON 

■ STONE LESENP HAS 

■ A CONNECTION BETWEEN 

THE TEMPLARS ANP A 
__ X^l-OCAL TRIBE OF - 


OH, $#!*!.' 




























































B/m&or 


EVENTUALLY, THERE COMES A 
IME WHEN THE MAN HAS TO SIT, 
ANP THE SHAPOW COMES IN 
OFF THE BENCH. 














BUT WHEN CRANSTON YIELDS, 

AND I'M FULLY HIM, THE MAN IN THE HAT, 
I CAN FEEL IT'S RIGHT. I WONDER HOW I 
COULD EVER BE SATISFIED JUST BEING A 
GLIB, GIN-SWILLING MAN ABOUT TOWN. 
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L -A- r YOU ARE, 

/ VdarlingJ ^ 

r ( sjfll) 


/such a bacT\__ { 

/ __J MAN TO KEEP A 

^taggjMH&L-ADY WAITING^/ 
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/ / THIS IS HOW \ 1 

■ / IT SHOULD BE. \ I 
I THE TWO OF US ■ 

M TOGETHER. THE 

■ \ LORD AND LADY JM 
VOF THE NIOHIT^M 

DON'T TELL^^^ 
' ME THAT BIT OF FLUFF 
I FOUND IN YOUR KITCHEN 
, COULD EVER MAKE YOU 
L. HAPPY LIKE I COULD. 


"GUSTAV ARGUS, 
SHOW YOURSELF!" 


IT WAS ALWAYS CRANSTON 
HO WAS THE FLIRT, THE PLAYBOY, 
QUICK WITH A WINK AND A QUIP. 


Y/fci 























^ you SET THE ™ 
r MOON STONE/ IF YOU HAVE 
THE MONEy. THIS LITTLE ITEM 
. WAS NOT AS EASy TO COME 
L. By AS PREDICTED. 


you LOOK^ 

LIKE HELL, 
AKASH. WHAT 
.HAPPENED?. 


r RIGHT HERE, ^ 
AKASH. AND ALONE^ 
LAS INSTRUCTED./ 


r JUST HAND 
OVER...THE DAMN- 
STONE. I NEED TO 
M-MAKE SURE IT'S... 
^ THE REAL THINS. 


r CENTURIES ASO, 
'THE TEMPLARS MADE 
L PROMISE TO My 
^ PEOPLE. _ 


r' TWO OF My MEN ™ 
D/ED SETTINS THIS THINS. 
I'D LIKE TO KNOW WHy IT'S 
V SO IMPORTANT. V 









"WHEN THE MOON BEAMS 
HIT THE STONE..." 


the builders^^ 

f WORKED SHARPS OF ' 
MOON STONE INTO THE 
MUNDANE STONEWORK 
TO CATCH THE LIGHT 
\ AND REVEAL THE i 
MESSAGE. 


^THAT'S ALL~ 
I NEEDED TO 
^ KNOW. ^ 























/ OKAY, IF> 
YOU PULL THE 
, TRISSER, THEN 
V SO DO I? , 


S' I SUPPOSE N 
f THAT WOULD BE 
.TRUE. EXCEPT FOR . 
\ONE THINS. J 


1 THINK WE'RE\ 
T A STALEMATE,) 
FRIEND. 


^ WHEN THE 
~ BLACK SPARROW 
DOUBLE-CROSSED ME, 
I SUSPECTEP THERE 
l MISHT BE MORE TO . 
THE STORy. 


r NOW, I’LL ^ 

TAKE THE STONE 
AND WHATEVER ELSE 
I NEED TO FIND THIS 
> TREASURE. 


r f i were you /^ 

AKASH, I'D DROP THE 
SUN AND FISURE OUT 
L A WAY TO BE . 
^ USEFUL. ^ 


MAyBE IF you^^H 
7 TRANSLATE THESE 1 
r SCRIBBLES FOR ME, I 1 
COULD SEE My WAy CLEAR 
TO PATCH you UP. MAyBE 
, EVEN CUT YOU IN FOR A i 
TOKEN PERCENTASE OF J 
^ WHATEVER WE FIND. 
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UHMMPH! 


mem./ 
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rwHAT IS THIS? ^ 
I THOUSHT WE HAD AN 
v AGREEMENT. > 

























r i sent you a ^ 

LETTER ASKING YOU 
TO WAIT. BUT I 
GUESS I PON'T BLAME 
. YOU FOR BEING 
^ IMPATIENT. ^ 

































WHAT- 


hope you 

T PON'T MINP THAT ^ 
I TOSSEP THAT LITTLE 
SMOKE BOMB IN THERE, 
BUT IT LOOKEP LIKE 

V you WERE IN A 

V TIGHT SPOT. ^ C 


™ ANP X HAVE A ™ 
BUSINESS PROPOSITION 
THAT MIGHT INTEREST 
V_ YOU. 
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1 1 HAD A LIFE ONCE. I HAD I 
A JOB AND A GIRL. HELL, I 


THAT'S RIGHT, YOU'RE 
LOOKING AT THE 
GUY WHO BEAT THE 
PEADITEG AND THE 
BOOK OF THE DEAD. 













GOING? I PO&GOT \ 

TO TELL YOU ABOUT W 
THE MINIATURE I 
;ne- o p / 

haveT 











AWhHHH? 








ryVif 



















A NEW, MATURE READERS SERIES FROM DYNAMITE! 


I DYNAMITE, I'MMMl 


M TWITTER: @DYNAMITECOMICS ± FACEBOOK: /DYNAMITECOMICS 


IF KICK-ASS ARID 









DYNAMITE 


DOC SAVAGE #2 

CHRIS ROBERSO|SP 

Hillustrated by BIL^UIS EVELF 
MAIM COVER BY ALEX ROSS 
[UNITED edition cover by JOHN CASSADAY 


DYNAMITE.COM | TWITTER: @DYNAMITECOMICS f FACEB00K: /DYNAMITECOMICS 






GAIL SIMONE’S 

SECOND STO RM® 
STARTS HERE! W 


^atunne(cdyersll>^IENNiWhKJ!^i^[aiTdfc!iyiir J KttDER 


u 3Wi^ anur/\iTiT ivlei 

[erhRnie'buscema 


gubscripti^TOoSpMXil 


IDYNAMITE 


DYNAMITE.COM TWITTER: @DYNAMITECOMICS W} FACEB00K: /DYNAMITECOMICS 













A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT NOIR #1 FROM VICTOR 
GISCHLER’S SCRIPT TO ANDREA MUTTI’S LINE ART TO 
VLADIMIR POPOV’S COLORS 


PAGE ONE 
Panel 1 

Establishing shot of the American Museum of Natural History in New York City. Late at 
night. 

1 SFX: RINGAringaRINGAringaRINGAringaRINGA 

Panel 2 

Close on an old time alarm bell ringing. Small panel. 

2 SFX: RINGAringaRINGAringaRINGAringaRINGA 

Panel 3 

CUT TO: Big panel. The dark lobby of the museum but light enough to see what is going 
on. Three uniformed security guards run past the big skeleton of the dinosaur. They are 
wielding flashlights. The flashlight beams stab into the darkness. 

3 Guard: THIS WAY! GET THE LEAD OUT, YOU 

BUMS! 


Panel 4 

CUT TO: A hallway with display mannequins of Mohawk Indians on either side. The 
guards run up this hall. They have pistols drawn. 


4 Guard: 


COME ON! THE MOHAWK EXHIBIT! 








































A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT NOIR #1 FROM VICTOR 
GISCHLER’S SCRIPT TO ANDREA MUTTI’S LINE ART TO 
VLADIMIR POPOV’S COLORS 


PAGE TWO 
Panel 1 

The guard, with the other two standing behind him, shines his flashlight on a broken dome of glass 
on a pedestal. The glass dome is obviously a display for something, but it’s been broken into and 
whatever was under the dome is gone. 

1 Guard: THE MOON STONE! 

2 Guard: OKAY, SPREAD OUT. WHOEVER TOOK IT 

CAN’T HAVE GOTTEN TOO FAR SO - 

Panel 2 

A length of bull whip lashes out of the darkness to snap a pistol out of one of the guard’s hands. 
(We do NOT see who is wielding the whip on this page ... but we can guess.) 

3 SFX: WUP-SNAP 

4 Guard: HEY! 

Panel 3 

The bull whip lashes out again at a different guard and his pistol goes flying to 

5 SFX: SNAP 

6 Different Guard: >GAH!< 

Panel 4 

The whip lashes out again and the flashlight goes flying from the hand of the other guard, the 
beam of light flashing around wildly as the flashlight spins in the air. 

7 SFX: WIP-SNAP 

Panel 5 

Close on the flashlight hitting the floor, the glass part breaking as the flashlight winks out. 

8 SFX: KISH 

Panel 6 

CUT TO: A kitchen. Day. Close on the kitchen floor as a juice glass hits the tile and shatters. 

We also see an attractive pair of women’s feet. These are Margo’s feet, but we don’t know that 
yet. This panel should somehow mirror or match the one above to help us transition to the next 
scene in Cranston’s kitchen. 


9 SFX: 


KISH 














































A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT NOIR #1 FROM VICTOR 
GISCHLER’S SCRIPT TO ANDREA MUTTI’S LINE ART TO 
VLADIMIR POPOV’S COLORS 


PAGE THREE 
Panel 1 

The kitchen of Cranston’s swanky penthouse apartment. Cranston is standing in the doorway of 
the kitchen, looking in at us. He is wearing an expensive robe over silk pajamas, cinched at the 
waste. He has one hand behind his back ... try to make this look natural although, yes, he’s got a 
gun back there. 

1 Cranston: 


2 Cranston: 

3 Cranston: 

Panel 2 

Reverse angle. BIG panel to show off the ladies. The Black Sparrow is sitting on the kitchen 
counter next to the sink. Over the sink is a window, thin curtai n s blowing in to show the window 
is open. (We also want to suggest that maybe the window is how Sparrow got inside.) Margo 
stands in front of Sparrow. She is wearing a sexy period nightgown. 

Margo’s chin is up, an expression on her face like she refuses to be rattled by this situation ... and 
here is the situation: Sparrow is sitting behind her, her legs wrapped around Margo. One of 
Sparrow’s hands gently grabs Margo by the shoulder/neck, sort of half caress half domination 
hold. Sparrow’s other hand holds her trademark Mauser pistol pointed at Margo’s face. 

On the counter on the other side of the sink (space permitting) maybe we see a state of the art 
1939 kitchen appliance of some sort. A blender or mixer or something. 

4 Black Sparrow: GOOD MORNING, MR. CRANSTON. 

5 Black Sparrow: SORRY IF I’M CATCHING YOU OFF GUARD, 

BUT I DIDN’T THINK YOU’D MIND IF AN 
OLD FRIEND POPPED IN FOR BREAKFAST. 

Panel 3 

Closer head-n-shoulders two-shot of Margo and Sparrow. They are almost cheek to cheek. 
Sparrow’s expression is sultry but also somewhat like she might be a little crazy. Sexy-crazy. 
Margo’s eyes slide to the side to consider Sparrow. She has a snooty look on her face like 
Sparrow is some kind of trash from another social class that Margo is being forced to socialize 
with. 

6 Margo: YOU KNOW EACH OTHER? 


I HOPE THAT WASN’T THE SOUND OF ONE 
OF MY GOOD CRYSTAL GLASSES 
BREAKING ON THE TILE - 

OH. 

WE HAVE COMPANY. 


7 Margo: 


HOW DELIGHTFUL. 
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A BEHIND-THE-SCENES LOOK AT NOIR #1 FROM VICTOR 
GISCHLER’S SCRIPT TO ANDREA MUTTI’S LINE ART TO 
VLADIMIR POPOV’S COLORS 

PAGE FOUR 
Panel 1 

Behind Cranston now. We can see he’s holding one of Shadow’s .45 automatics behind 
his back. Looking past Cranston, we glimpse Sparrow and Margo. 


1 Cranston: 

I ADMIT I AM A LITTLE SURPRISED TO SEE 
YOU. 

2 Cranston: 

THE LAST TIME I SAW YOU, YOU WERE ... 
WELL ... PLUMMETING. 


Panel 2 

On Margo and Sparrow. Slightly wider than the previous two-shot. The gun wavers from 
Margo’s face as the Sparrow offers us a slight shrug. Margo looks like she’s just starting 
to pull away from Sparrow. 


3 Black Sparrow: 

YOU PUSH ME OFF A TOWER. I TOSS YOU 
FROM AN AIRPLANE. 

4 Black Sparrow: 

HAZARDS OF OUR PROFESSION, YES? 

5 Margo: 

SEEMS I’M NOT STRICTLY NEEDED FOR 

THIS CONVERSATION SO MAYBE I’LL JUST 
TODDLE OFF AND - 


Panel 3 

Sparrow pulls her back, presses her nose against the side of Margo’s face so she can speak 
directly into Margo’s ear. Sparrow has a slightly wild look in her eyes - but don’t go over 
the top. Margo has a look on her face like she’s just smelled a fart. 


6 Black Sparrow: 


BUT IT WOULDN’T BE A PARTY WITHOUT 
YOU, BRIGHT EYES. 
















































